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"Fuck, | missed you," Gerard whispered, lips and tongue-tip brushing beard stubble, then finding purchase in the 
bottom lip sucked hard between his teeth. He tasted the spot where the ring used to be; satiny smooth and 
slippery, but the taste burned brighter right there. Like an old wound still unhealed. Which it was. 


Before, when Frank would smile with the ring in, Gerard could not look at him directly without wanting fo fuck his 
mouth Two seconds of Frank's easy laughter in interviews and Gerard would be suddenly preoccupied with staring 
intently into the camera, or through if, with Frank somewhere off to his side, only a shadow in the penphery. 
Gerard would laugh along, cross his legs or clasp his hands tight between them and ramble for dear life. Jacket 
adjustments and a head-scratch to ignore the throbbing in places unseen by viewers at home. To deny the 
Pavlovian response to the flash of the ring as Frank's mouth moved into the huge grin The slight drop of jaw and 
the giggle. 


Gerard's fingers twisted in the hair at the nape of Frank's neck, turned his head to the side to get a better 
angle. He licked down his jaw, shivered as the growl of approval reverberated from Frank's throat straight into 
his. Gerard found his pulse, pressed down with his tongue and then sucked, chest pushing Frank further against 
the wall, the knuckles of his left hand skinning against brick Maybe later they would sting, but the adrenaline 
kick put the pain behind glass; something to admire later. 


Gerard took a gasping breath, eyes rolling back when he felt the pressure of Frank's hand against the crotch 
of his jeans. He jerked his hips in demanding want, pulled Frankie's hair the way he liked it. They liked everything 
the same in these empty venue storage rooms, down these twisted venue corridors where no one with 


cameras could find them. The door locked, lights on but well-hidden 
How they liked it. 


"What do you want me to do to you?" Frank gasped, his palm insistent and slow-circular, making Gerard bite 
the insides of his cheeks to keep from moaning too loudly. There were a million ways to answer that question 
There were a million things he could ask for, and he knew Frank would comply; it was the only rule of the 


game. 


"Use your mouth," he whisper-begged into the side of Frank's face. And then Frank was gone, sliding down the 
rough brick to kneel and open his wet little mouth against Gerard's stomach, where his shirt had ridden up. 


Gerard felt the pull of his zipper in the pit of his stomach. He leaned his forehead against the wall and looked 
down at Frank, who looked up and flashed the ringless grin - the one Gerard was still getting used to seeing, 
much like the silky, long hair between his fingers. Gerard's hand brushed Frank's ear, then cupped his cheek as 
Frank tugged his jeans down, licked his lips, and wrapped calloused guitarist fingers around his shaft. And there 


was heaven in the sin. Gerard opened his eyes to watch; he always liked to watch. 
A flash of metal, glinting as Frank's hand stroked slowly. Another ring, another meaning. This would not do. 


"Wait," Gerard cried hoarsely. He grabbed Frank's left hand, slid the ring finger into mouth. His teeth clinked 
against the promise ring and he sucked for a moment, loosening the bond before sliding it gingerly off in his 
teeth. It tasted like nothing to him. He spit it onto the dirty floor and Frank smiled, grabbed Gerard's hand to 
do the same. As his tongue made contact with the scraped knuckle, Gerard shivered. Frank pulled back grinning, 


the band trapped between his straight, white teeth. He spat it onto the stained concrete, next to his own vow 
of faith. 


Now they were nobody's babies anymore. 


Frank was unceremonious as he wrapped his fingers around Gerard once more and squeezed, smeared his lips 
in the pre-come and finally sucked him into his mouth. He parted slick lips and drooled into his hand to 
lubricate, then stroked long and slow, his head bobbing forward, eyes turned up and staring into Gerard's. They 
had staring contests. They both liked to watch; it was dirtier that way. 


Frank won when he pulled back and then sucked Gerard into his mouth again, the triumph clear in his eyes 
when Gerard's head tipped back, adam's apple bobbing as he swallowed his gasps. Impatient for the best Frank 
could offer, Gerard pulled his head forward by the hair, enjoying the constricting gag. He didn't want to let go. 
Frank could breathe later, and his mmmmm of vibrated approval was timed perfectly. As Gerard's head nearly 


hit the back of his throat again, Frank purred. 


Fuck," Gerard whispered, the hard K a ricochet in the quiet room. "Will you swallow? Swallow me. | want to feel 


you." 


As a rule, they both spit. The difference between Ake and love. 
But those lines were always very blurry between them anyway. 


In response, Frank pushed a spit-slick finger into Gerard's ass, wiggled it at the second knuckle. He took him as 


deep as he could, cheeks hollowed, and nodded his head in acquiescence as his tongue worked faster. 

Gerard thrust forward again, ignored the gagging and resistance as he came, his mouth stretched wide and 
soundless. He jerked his hips quickly, riding it out inside Frank's compliant mouth. One last shudder and it was all 
over. He sank to his wobbly knees where Frank smiled at him, twin rivulets of spit and semen oozing from the 
corners of his mouth. 


"You said you'd swallow," Gerard panted, watching hungrily. 


So Frank did, throwing his head back and swallowing hard, like it was a shot of something strong. They smiled at 


each other, knee to knee, their foreheads meeting in the middle. 

"Gerard," Frank said seriously. 

"Gerard" 

His eyes re-focused on Frank's slightly agitated face, the extended middle finger raised in front of it. 


"You've been staring at me for the last ten minutes, and it's fucking creeping me out. Where were you?" Frank 


shifted on the sofa across from him, watching. 


Gerard shook his head and shrugged, wiping the faint smile from his lips. He crossed his legs and twisted his 


ring, testing its looseness. "| was daydreaming.’ 
Frank could merely nod and quickly look away at the tone of his voice. Spell it out next time, G. 
"lm going to go lie down," Gerard said, slinking for the bunks. 


Frank watched him go, then lit a cigarette and picked up his Sidekick to call home. 


